WE GET TOGETHER
good humour came pelting back, and when I suggested
that we should lunch at a town some forty miles off,
he clambered into the Lowland without a word.
The hours that followed rammed home the truth of
the adage, ' Familiarity breeds contempt/ Finding
his company courted, the idiot became exacting—as
idiots will. Rose began to despise us and treat us like
dirt. With the spectre of Loumy in the background,
we grunted and sweated and summoned up crooked
smiles. I ordered a roaring lunch at the best hotel
Rose chose the wine—champagne, tasted it, said it
was muck and drank two bottles himself without
turning a hair. I paid the bill, which was more than
nine hundred francs, and felt like death for the rest
of the afternoon. But compared with our mental
distress, this bodily inconvenience was nothing at all.
To consort with the man was odious : to converse with
him brought you to the verge of frenzy itself. The
man was * as sounding brass, or a tinkling cymbal/
His talk was offensively futile: he argued and inter-
rupted until you felt ready to scream, and he raked us
with a fire of questions, the answers to which entailed
a network of lies. Worst of all, he began to get
fractious: and we had to humour the sweep—with
death in our hearts.
When it was four o'clock I got to my feet.
" We ought to be moving," I said. " Our friend
has got to get on/*
" That's right," said Berry. " We'll ran you back
to your car, and	"
" I've changed my mind/* said Rose, " I'm not
going on, 1*11 sleep the night at Loumy. And you
can come in to dinner. There's nothing the matter
with Louis Bludxer's champagne/'

